*Tbe inoft lamentahle Tragedle 
Nor arme nor face, 6 be fomc other name 

Belonging to a man. 

Whats in a name that which we call a rofe, 
By any other word would fmell asf A'ccf e, 
So Romeo would went he not Romeo cald, 
Retainethat deare perfection which he owes, 
Without that tyxXc^Romeo doffe thy name, 
And for thy name which is no pan of thee, 
Takeallmyfelfe. 

%p. I take thee at thy word: 
Call me but loue,and lie be new baptizde, 
Henceforth I neucr will be Romeo. 

IhIU What man art thou, that thus befchreend inr 
SottumbJeft on my counfd! * f^nigtij 
%o. By a name, I know not hew to fell thee who I 
My namedearefaintjisharefulltomyfcUc, (am: 
Becauf j it is an enemie ro thee, 
Had I it written,! wou'd teare the word. 

JuU. My earcs haue yet not drunk a hundred vvoids 
Of thy tongtis \utering>ya 1 know the found. 
Att thou not Romeo^nd a M ountague? 
%o. Neither faire maidc,if either thee d«flikeJ 
lulu How camcfl thou hitherjcl me,and v\ hci fore! 
The Orchard walls are bteji and hard to chmbc, 
And the'pUcc dcath,confi~dering who thou art, 
If any ofmykifmen find thee here. \ 

Ro. With loucs light wings did I orepearch theic: 
"For ftonielimi^ cannot hold louc out, (vvalls^ 
And what loue can do,that dares loue attempt : 
Thercfoic thy kinfmenare no flop to me. 
Ih. If they do fee thcc,they will murther thee. 
Rd. Alack there lies more pcnil in thine eye, 
Thontwentie rff their fwordslooke thou but fwecte* 
Jfcnd I am prooft n^ainft their enmitie. 

LhIu 1 wouldiiut for the world they faw thee here* 
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of^omeo and Miet. H* 

fa Ihaue nights cloaketo hide mefrorheireic^ 7 5 
And but thou loue me,let them finde me here, 
My life were better encfed by their hate, 
Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 

In By whofc dircftion foundft thou out this place* 

'Ro. By loue that firit did promp me to enquire, 8o 
He lent mecounfelband I lent bim eyes; 
IamnoPyl^^wertthouasfarre 
Asthatvaft (bore waflieth with thctarthelt lea, 
I fliould aducnturc for fuch marchandife. 

Ih. Thou knoweft the mask of night is on my face, 85 
Elfe would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke, 
For that which thou haft heard me fpcake to night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme,faine,faine r denic 
What I haue fpoke,but farwell complement. 

Doeft thou loue mcd know thou wilt fay 1 : 9° 
And I will take thy word,yet if thou fwearft, 
Thou maieft proiie falfc at loutrs penuries. 
They fay hue laughes,oh gentle Romeo,, 
Ifthoudoft loue,pronounccit faithfully: 

Orifthouthinkeft I am too quickly wonne, 95 
lie frownc and be peruer fc,and fay thee nay, 
So thou wilt wooc,but elfe not for the world,* 
In truth faire UPfontague I am too fond: 
And therefore thou maieft think my behauior light*) 
But truft me gcntleman a ile prouc more true, 
Then thofe that haue coyirigtobc ftrangc, 
I fliould haue bene more ft rangc,I muft confeflfc* 
But that thou ouerheardft ere I was ware,. 
My trulouc paflion,thereforc pardon me, 
And not impute this ycclding to light loue* 
Which the darke night hath fo difcoucred. 
Lady,by yonder bleflcd Moonc I vow, 
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